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Why  did  I not  write — day  by  day  Why  Did  I Not  Write 
at  the  beginning?  Ma  Kotyuk 

Monotonous  uneventful  words,  written 
as  it  happened,  would  have  made  an  interesting  tale. 

Pages  no  one  else  could  write  from  memory. 

During  my  endless  tomorrows, 

I scuttled  my  talent,  my  craft. 

My  passions  abused  and  consumed, 
time  slipped  through  my  fingers 
by  entertainments.  Detours 
against  beginners  eager  to  feast  on  fame. 

Now  here  at  my  desk  I sit 
near  the  River  Styx. 

Mute. 


Around 
Midnight  on 
the  10th  of 

January 
Alyssa  Ahlert 


I just  want  to  be  free. 

Free  from  pain, 
free  from  hate, 
free  from  possibility, 
free  from  myself 

I am  chained  to  these  thoughts  as  a ghost  is  to  his  earthly  misdeeds, 
and  this  mind  of  mine  so  weighs  on  me, 
pulling  ever  so  steadily  upon  my  motivations 
until  even  waking  is  a chore. 

And  yet,  the  sun  still  shines; 
flowers  still  grow. 

The  songbird  on  my  windowsill  still  sings  out  her  praises  each  dawn. 

From  my  cage  of  pretense  I see  the  stars, 

and  through  the  darkness  in  this  cell,  my  company  is  kept; 

twinkling,  and  gently  hopeful; 

inspiring,  yet  not  blinding 

like  daylight  sometimes  seems  to  be. 

And  if  this  heavy  fog  tires  of  my  quiet  agony 
and  leaves  me  for  a moment, 
blessed  sleep  may  yet  find  me  tonight. 

The  Writer 


Gouache 

Ida  Kotyuk 


6 Prairie  Light  Review 


Spring  2016  7 


Through 


Photoshop 

Alissa  Cichelli 

Scars  sing  stories  of  the  schooling 
muscle  and  sinew  seams  confessed 
dance  until  your  sweat  is  pooling 

Deafening  sounds  of  techno  ruling 

movements  choreographer  obsessed 

^ . 1.1  . , scars  sing  stories  of  the  schooling 

Again  and  again  the  music  grueling 

and  again  the  pleading  arms  outstretched 

dance  until  your  sweat  is  pooling 

Two  by  two  and  four  are  dueling 

who  can  now  survive  the  test 

T..  . ^ 111..  1.  dance  until  your  sweat  is  pooling 

Ringing  stopped,  dead  air  is  cooling 

balls  of  feet  allowed  to  rest 

scars  sing  stories  of  the  schooling  Music  fills  the  tanks  refueling 

rises,  to  the  heights  possessed 
scars  sing  stories  of  the  schooling 
Prairie  Light  Review  dance  until  your  sweat  is  pooling 


Press  Play 
Lael  Laning 


Looking  to  the  stars, 
they're  calling  me. 

I can  hear  my  name, 
floating, 

through  the  vast  universe. 

Wanting  to  be  up  there 
in  the  celestial  abyss, 
to  frolic  in  my  dreams 
and  explore  the  unanswered  questions 
of  this  wondrous  place. 

My  heart  flies  up  to  the  sky 
to  dance  with  the  moon 
as  we  watch  the  earth  spin  by. 
The  things  we  could  uncover 
gives  me  child-like  excitement. 


Exploration  of  a Dreamer 

Ashley  Curtice 


My  heart  and  mind  merge  together  in  harmony, 
on  an  epic  journey  through  the  darkness, 
while  my  feet  stay  planted  on  terrestrial  soil, 
never  hearing  the  countdown  for  takeoff. 


Blue  Planet 

Photography 

Martin  Johnson 
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out  your  fingers  and  the  trajectory  went  deep  into  my  heart.  1 slow  down,  1 looK  and  1 
remember.  The  eyes  of  the  building  peer  down  at  me  as  if  they  also  remember  that  day 
when  you  were  in  the  parking  lot  and  I was  in  the  window  and  there  was  an  arc  of  love 
between  us.  And  then  I drive  on. 


J 


John  M.  McNamara's  "Testimony"  is  the  winner  in 
fiction  of  the  College  of  DuPage  2016  Writers  Read: 
Emerging  Voices  contest,  held  to  showcase  emerging 
^ voices  in  our  community.  ^ 


Testimony 

John  M.  McNamara 

Mr.  Brody,  before  the  day  you  shot  the  deceased,  how 
long  had  it  been  since  you  discharged  a weapon? 

I didn’t  shoot  Audie  Johnson. 

He  shot  himself  then? 

Inadvertently,  yes. 

But  your  hand  was  on  the  weapon. 

I had  one  hand  on  his  wrist  and  I gripped  the  hand 
in  which  he  held  the  gun  with  my  other  hand.  We 
struggled  and  the  gun  fired.  My  fingers  never  went 
near  the  trigger. 

You  struggled  with  the  deceased  but  your  finger  never 
touched  the  trigger. 

That’s  what  I said. 

How  did  you  come  to  struggle  with  the  deceased? 

When  he  entered  the  house,  I lunged  at  him,  reaching 
for  the  pistol.  I gripped  his  wrist  with  one  hand  and 
the  gun  hand  with  the  other. 

The  other  what? 

My  other  hand. 

Your  wife  and  your  mother  were  also  in  the  house,  is 
that  correct? 

Yes. 

What  were  they  doing  while  you  struggled  with  the 
deceased? 

Bleeding. 

I beg  your  pardon. 

They  were  bleeding  from  wounds  they  suffered  when 
Johnson  shot  through  the  living  room  window.  My 
wife  was  wounded  in  the  upper  chest  and  my  mother 
sustained  cuts  to  her  face  from  flying  glass. 

Where  were  they  at  the  time  of  your  struggle  with  the 
deceased? 
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In  the  hallway  at  the  rear  of  the  house. 

How  did  they  get  there? 

I carried  my  wife  and  led  my  mother.  You  didn’t 
want  any  witnesses  to  your  confrontation  with  the 
deceased,  did  you? 

I didn’t  know  there  would  be  a confrontation.  I was 
concerned  for  their  safety. 

How  long  had  it  been  since  you  last  visited  your 
mother? 

Objection,  your  honor.  Relevance? 

Sustained. 

Weren’t  you  worried  that  your  wife  and  mother  would 
sustain  additional  injuries  when  you  moved  them 
from  the  living  room  to  the  hallway? 

There  was  a lull  in  the  shooting  and  when  I looked  out 
the  window,  Johnson  was  reloading  his  pistol.  I used 
that  as  an  opportunity  to  move  them. 

What  did  you  do  after  that? 

I called  911,  reported  the  shooting,  requested  police 
and  an  ambulance,  and  then  crept  back  into  the  living 
room. 

Why  didn’t  you  stay  with  your  wife  and  mother? 

I was  fearful  for  their  safety. 

How  was  abandoning  them  in  the  hallway  going  to 
guarantee  their  safety? 

If  Johnson  attempted  to  enter  the  house,  I was  going 
to  try  and  stop  him. 

Stop  him. 

Yes. 

How? 

I had  no  idea.  I knew  my  mother  kept  no  weapons  in 
the  house. 

How  did  you  know  the  deceased  was  at  the  patio 
door? 


At  first  I didn’t,  but  it  was  the  only  way  he  could  have 
gained  entry. 

How  is  that? 

There’s  an  iron  fence  with  a locked  gate  at  the  front 
door.  The  garage  cant  be  opened  from  the  outside 
without  a door  opener.  That  left  the  side  gate  to  the 
yard.  If  he  climbed  that  fence  and  entered  the  patio 
enclosure,  then  the  side  door  would  be  the  only  place 
he  could  get  in. 

You  argued  with  the  deceased  earlier  that  evening, 
didn’t  you? 

Not  exactly. 

What  do  you  mean,  not  exactly? 

An  argument  requires  at  least  two  people.  I didn’t 
argue  with  him. 

Thank  you  for  the  clarification.  Please  describe  what 
did  happen  earlier  that  evening. 

Johnson  is  my  mother’s  neighbor.  She’d  invited  him  to 
the  house  to  meet  my  wife  and  me. 

What  was  the  nature  of  his  relationship  with  your 
mother? 

Objection,  your  honor.  Relevance  again. 

ITI  allow  it. 

I don’t  know  anything  about  their  relationship. 

But  they  did  have  relationship? 

I don’t  know. 


How  did  the  meeting  with  you  and  your  wife  go? 

He  went  to  the  refrigerator  and  opened  a beer  for 
himself  and  then  the  conversation  turned  to  politics. 
He  used  a derogatory  term  to  refer  to  the  president. 

A derogatory  term? 

That’s  what  I said. 

Yes,  of  course.  What  term  did  he  use? 

He  called  him  a raghead  n-word. 

Raghead  n-word.  What  exactly  did  he  say? 

Objection,  your  honor.  Is  this  necessary? 

Sustained.  Counselor,  we  all  know  the  word  Mr.  John- 
son used.  Move  on. 

Sorry,  your  honor.  So  he  used  the  n-word,  which 
made  you  angry.  Is  that  accurate? 

Not  entirely. 

Wliat  do  you  mean? 

I felt  angry,  yes,  and  disappointed. 

Yhu  were  disappointed? 

That  people  stiU  use  the  word,  and  that  Johnson  spe- 
cifically used  it  in  referring  to  the  president. 

Did  you  vote  for  the  president? 

Objection,  your  honor. 

Goes  to  motive,  judge. 


Drama 

Photography 

Charles 

Vazquez 
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Sustained.  A different  line  of  questioning,  counselor. 
What  happened  after  the  deceased  used  the  n-word? 

I told  him  I didn’t  care  for  the  term. 

What  was  his  reaction? 

He  laughed  and  said  it  a few  more  times  in  succession. 
And  did  that  make  you  angrier? 

No. 

Then  what  did  you  do? 

I told  my  mother  that  my  wife  and  I were  going  into 
our  bedroom,  and  would  she  please  let  us  know  when 
Johnson  had  left. 

You  simply  left  the  room? 

Yes. 

You  didn’t  argue  with  the  deceased? 

I already  said  I didn’t. 

I find  that  hard  to  believe. 

I imagine  you  find  many  things  hard  to  believe. 

Your  honor. 

My  Brody,  please  confine  your  testimony  to  answering 
counsel’s  questions. 

Sorry,  your  honor. 

How  much  had  you  had  to  drink  by  then? 

Part  of  one  beer. 

And  the  deceased? 

I wasn’t  counting. 

Back  to  the  initial  gunfire.  You  moved  your  wife  and 
mother  into  the  hallway,  called  911,  and  then  returned 
to  the  living  room.  Is  that  correct? 

Yes. 

What  did  you  do  after  that? 

I waited. 

Waited  for  what? 

For  what  Johnson  would  do  next. 

How  did  you  know  what  he  would  do  next? 
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I didn’t. 

But  you  were  preparing  for  something,  weren’t  you? 
No. 

Please  describe  your  actions  as  they  led  up  to  the 
shooting  of  the  deceased. 

When  I left  the  hallway  and  returned  to  the  living 
room,  I crept  to  the  window  and  looked  outside,  but 
didn’t  see  Johnson.  That’s  when  I worried  he’d  try  to 
climb  the  fence.  I moved  to  the  side  door  and  stood 
beside  it,  flat  against  the  wall. 

Was  the  door  locked? 

He  had  a key. 

The  deceased  had  a key  to  the  door? 

Yes.  My  mother  had  given  it  to  him  to  use  in  emer- 
gencies. 

Was  he  a frequent  guest  at  your  mother’s? 

I don’t  know. 

Why  don’t  you  know? 

Objection.  Relevance.  Counsel  is  fishing  again. 

Sustained.  I told  you  to  move  on  from  this  line 
of  inquiry. 

So  the  deceased  let  himself  in  with  a key  your  mother 
had  given  him. 

Yes. 

How  did  he  manage  the  mechanics  of  using  a key  and 
holding  a pistol  at  the  same  time? 

I was  on  the  other  side  of  the  door,  so  I don’t  know. 

It  seems  it  would  be  awkward  to  juggle  both  the  key 
and  the  handgun. 

Okay. 

When  the  deceased  opened  the  door,  what  did  you 
do? 

At  first  I remained  still. 

You  just  stood  there? 

Yes. 

What  were  you  waiting  for? 

For  him  to  come  in. 


Nucleotides 
ablaze 
Gina  M.  Wadas 


He  didn’t  enter  immediately? 

No.  I suppose  he  might  have  been 
putting  the  key  hack  in  his  pocket. 

So  you  waited.  Then  what? 

He  stepped  from  the  patio  into  the 
living  room* 

holding  the  gun  in  his  right  hand. 

You  saw  the  gun? 

It  was  the  first  thing  I saw  as  he 
stepped  in.  He  was  holding  it  out 
in  front  of  him. 

ihen  what  did  you  do? 

As  I said  earlier,  I lunged  at  him, 
grabbing  his  wrist  with  one  hand, 
and  the  hand  holding  the  gun  with 
my  other. 

And  that’s  when  you,  when  the 
gun  fired. 

Yes.  I pushed  him  against  the  door 
when  I lunged.  The  barrel  of  the 
gun  slammed  into  his  abdomen 
and  fired.  What  did  you  do  then? 

1 retrieved  the  gun  from  where 


he’d  dropped  it  and  placed  it  on 
the  dining  room  table. 

Did  you  offer  any  assistance  to  the 
deceased? 

I checked  his  pulse.  He  was  dead. 

What  did  you  tell  the  police  when 
they  arrived? 

Just  what  I’ve  testified  today. 

Do  you  feel  responsible  for  Audie 
Johnson’s  death? 

No. 

No? 

Objection,  your  honor.  Asked  and 
answered. 

Sustained. 

You  feel  no  culpability  about  this 
man’s  death? 

Objection. 

Sustained,  counselor. 

You  have  a very  convenient  con- 


science, Mr.  Brody. 

Your  honor! 

Withdrawn.  You  put  the  gun  on 
the  dining  room  table,  correct? 

Yes. 

I assume  that’s  why  your  finger- 
prints were  found  on  the  weapon. 

I suppose. 

And  you  never  touched  the  trigger, 
but  that’s  where  I’m  confused 
again,  Mr.  Brody.  I’m  confused  by 
how  your  fingerprints  got  onto  the 
trigger  guard  and  onto  the  trigger 
itself  How  do  you  explain  that? 

Nothing  to  say,  Mr.  Brody?  You 
testified  you  never  touched  the 
trigger,  but  your  prints  were 
found  on  it.  Forgive  me  irritating 
confusion,  but  can  you  help  me 
with  this?  Can  you  clarify  for  me 
how  the  evidence  contradicts  your 
testimony?  What  exactly  is  your 
explanation  for  this  inconsisten- 
cy, for  this  irregularity  in  your 
testimony? 

■ H 
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Megalosaurus 

Acrylic  painting  on  24”  x 24”  canvas 

Nancy  L.  Staszak 
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Danny 

Jessica  Kosar 

I want  to  know  the  side  that  she  knew  so  well 

before  it  was  destroyed. 
I want  the  side  that  flourished  and  bloomed 
The  lush  green  ivy  encrusting  window  panes 

Brick  wall  was  all  I found 

I want  to  hear  the  songs  you  blared  on  the  radio 

before  you  drove  off  in  silence 
I want  the  affection  that  was  once  trademark 


Natural  Causes 
Ixta  Julieta 

Tossing  bikes  to  the  ground, 
we  exclaim  this  new  finding: 
whorls  and  curls  of  bark 
strewn  in  prairie  grass 
like  so  much  evidence. 

Just  two  young  girls,  we 
cant  identify  the  species 
of  the  tree  above;  instead 
gingerly  collect  several  scraps. 
Our  small  brown  hands 
rub  each  piece  like  worry 
stones  as  we  remark  on 
the  marvel  of  this  tree 
both  alive  and  not. 


before  it  was  shelved  at  a Goodwill 

You  scarcely  notice  my  touch 
There  is  too  much  scar  tissue 
You  say  that  silver  is  second  best 
But  she  was  fools  gold 


The  sun  is  setting  and  father 
wants  us  home,  I say. 

So  you  and  I document 
each  fragment.  (It’s  vital, 
this  preservation,  you  say.) 

Eventually  these  remnants 
will  fit  neatly  into  a shadow  box, 
beside  a dead  yellow  jacket 
and  some  fragrant  sage. 

But  tonight  as  we  wait, 
we  lay  each  bit  of  bark 
on  clean  butcher  paper 
for  proper  examination. 
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As  She  Loves 

Estefania  Gonzalez 

Like  ragged  cuts  are  my  scars 
moth  eaten  wounds  that  wont  heal 
They  lay  there.  Open.  Bleeding. 
No  bandage  can  wrap  them  in  fabric,  mine  is  an  internal  wound. 

A wound  that  goes  soul  deep 
To  think  that  the  most  trusted  can  now  make  you  feel  disgusted 
The  one  meant  to  protect,  well,  all  he  did  was  destroy  and  wreck 

the  heart  of  a little  girl,  so  young,  yet  so  old 
so  frail,  yet  so  strong,  so  small  and  so  so  broken. 
If  only  you  knew  how  she  is  still  hurting 

As  she  grows 
Her  wounds  will  remain  open  still 

As  she  learns 
Her  wounds  will  remain  open  still 

As  she  loves 
Her  wounds  will  remain  open  still 

As.  She.  Loves. 

As  she  loves 

How  can  she  love?  Is  she  still  capable  of  that? 
What  with  her  smile  and  maybe  her  laughs,  is  she  happy? 

Her  wounds  have  remained  open. 

Will  she  Ever  bleed  out? 
Will  the  scars  that  trace  her  heart  Ever  be  seen  as  beautiful? 

Will  people  turn  away  in  horror? 

Ten  years 

Ten  years  and  yet  still  open  wounds! 
Ten  years  and  still  a malfunctioned  heart. 
Not  sure  which  way  is  up  /down 
Not  sure  whether  it  has  the  strength  to  go  on 

Ten  years 

Not  sure  of  its  purpose,  not  sure  of  even  its  very  Existence. 

Ten  years 
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Her  heart  has  seemed  to  struggle  with  this  for  far  longer, 
struggled  for  generations,  maybe  even  lifetimes. 

Much  longer  than  her  heart  could  have  even  bared  on  its  own. 
The  mind  it  too  stubborn  to  give  up  but  its  resolve  is  slowly  weak- 
ening. 

Its  clarity  slowly  becoming  muddy. 

Its  hold  on  the  heart  dwindling  beside  the  constant  flow  of  blood. 
The  will  to  live  only  a shadow  of  what  it  once  was. 

Ten  years  without  light. 

But  then  the  Sun  rose 

Scabs  began  to  appear,  brown  shells  that  stop  the  red  flow. 

Itchy  shells  that  encase  the  pain  yet  discomfort  the  heart. 

The  heart  not  used  to  feeling  whole, 

not  accustomed  to  being  anything  but  bleeding. 

Uneasy  at  being  able  to  function. 

Blood  flowing,  in  and  out 
In  and  out.  Slowly.  Painfully. 

Learning  how  its  supposed  to  work  again. 

Gradually  finding  its  true  capacity  again. 

Finally  seeing  a glimmer  of  what  it  once  was 

Finally  knowing  that  it  s there 

Knowing  that  it  Feels.  Knowing  what  Peace  is. 

Feeling  what  peace  is. 

Enveloped  in  warmth  like  the  sun  itself, 
the  heart  has  found  that  it  can  become  so  full 
so  utterly  complete  and  overflowing. 

Her  heavenly  father  holding  her  so  tight 
He  says  ‘T  will  never  let  you  go” 

She  looks  into  his  eyes,  tears  of  joy  trailing  down 
And  Because  as  HE  Loves  Her 
Her  wounds  have  been  healed. 
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Ishmael  in  New  Bedford:  A Mesostic  Poem 

Wilda  Morris 


Wind  screams 

along  the  shore,  strong  cold  gusts 
blow  angry 

clouds  and  the  scent  of  fish  from  New  Bedford, 

raising  ridges 
of  bubbles, 

waves  high  as  the  top  of  a hull. 

Now  dusk  drops; 
waves  wash  the  rocky  land 

and  night  fills 
with  calm,  brightens; 

above,  the  archer, 
belted  with  light,  sword 

at  hand,  gleams 
above  a quay. 

Now  as  cold  clutches  me 
tightly, 

holds  my  body,  grasps 

me  with  icy  claws, 

I daydream  I’m  in  Sumatra 

in  seas  far  from  here 

rocking  on  gentle 
swells  under  such  a sky. 

O,  please,  hunter,  find  me 
a warm  place  to  stay 
tonight,  lead  me 
to  a lit  fire,  scalding  tea, 
a bed  with  warm  blankets. 

Tomorrow,  after  the  glittering  stars  have  faded 
and  the  sun  is  aloft, 

I will  seek  passage  on  a whaler, 
but  now,  I will  walk  under 
Orion  till  I find 
a place  to  stay 
for  tonight, 

then  I’ll  make  the  sea  my  home. 
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Pelusa 


Mixed  media  painting 

Eunice  Melara 
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THE  CEMETERY:  SAVAGE  REPOSE 
Teri  Lavelle 

1.  Our  dead, 
precious  and  still, 

are  collected  like  butterflies 

and  pinned  to  white  satin  for  display. 

At  rituals  end, 

they  are  swallowed  whole 

and  sink  like  frogs, 

beneath  Earths  loamy  pudding. 

Their  bones  become  a mystery  to  daylight. 

2.  Time, 

that  weighty  changeling, 
bears  down  on  them, 
as  gravity  unwinds  geology. 

There  they  are  settling, 

mud- sucked  and  mold-resplendent, 

a fleshy  repast 

for  the  small  and  beastly. 

3.  Beneath  a stone-riddled  field, 
all  of  them: 

farmers  and  dilettantes, 

anarchists  and  clergymen, 

all  are  lying 

parallel  and  supine, 

unblinking  and  inert, 

refuting  a grace  that  never  comes. 

“Why  practice  temperance?” 

They  call  to  us. 

“Rocks  melt,  and  mountains  disembowel. 
Igneous  begets  sedimentary. 

Yet  in  the  end, 

all  is  metamorphic  and  one.” 
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One  of  Many 

Christine  Cianciosi 


Heart  Pyre 

Karen  Forslin-Bojnansky 


Cut  my  heart  as  they  fall 
erode  beaten  trails 
of  intimate  talks 
childbirth  joy 
spent  love. 


Tears,  like  a faucet 
emotional  wrench  no  use 
pour  out  loud 
then  quietly 
drip,  drip. 


Memories  torment, 
tear  and  bleed 
ignite  despair 
scorch  my  teardrops 
incinerate  raw  emotions. 


Only  ashes  remain 
scattered,  irretrievable. 
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Mommy  Says 

Amy  Peter 

Mommy  says  I have  to  go  to  bed, 
no  matter  what  excuses  I tell  her. 

I want  to  stay  and  play  all  night, 
but  she  says  there's  time  for  that  when  I'm  older. 

Mommy  says  I should  eat  healthy  stuff, 
so  I grow  up  big  and  strong. 

I wish  she'd  let  me  eat  something  sweet, 

'cause  the  time  until  I'm  grown  is  so  long! 

Mommy  says  I shouldn't  play  with  the  older  kids, 

'cause  they're  "dangerous"  and  "break  all  the  rules." 

But  it  seems  like  so  much  fun  lighting  smoky  sticks, 
and  drinking  bottles  of  apple  juice. 

Mommy  says  I shouldn't  get  upset  at  how  I look, 
or  that  I'm  so  small. 

She  says  one  day  I'll  be  a beautiful  girl, 
but  I don't  believe  her  at  all. 

Mommy  says  I shouldn't  get  angry  at  people  at  school, 
or  cry  over  stupid  boys. 

One  day  soon  she  warns, 

they'll  break  a lot  more  than  just  my  toys. 

Mommy  says  I'll  find  my  someone, 
someone  who  loves  me  as  much  as  she  does. 

But  I don't  think  that's  true, 

'cause  there's  no  one  that  can  replace  my  mommy  s love. 

Mommy  says  I should  always  listen, 

'cause  someday  I'll  need  all  of  her  advice. 

Now  that  I'm  older, 

I know  that  Mommy  was  right. 
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Denise  Calmas  “Wandering  Heart”  is  the 
winner  of  the  College  of  DuPage  2016  Sonnet 
Writing  Contest,  held  in  honor  of  the  400th 
anniversary  of  Shakespeare's  death.  ^ 


V ^ 


Wandering  Heart  My  own  eyes  do  deceive  me,  for  when  I 
Denise  Calma  dream,  and  my  eyes  continue  to  be  wide 

I lie  awake  thinking  that  I should  try. 

Many  thoughts  in  my  head  race  like  the  tide. 

I need  to  clean  my  mind  to  see  clearly 
that  I have  dreams  that  are  worth  achieving. 
I hold  those  and  more  in  my  heart  dearly, 
if  I truly  just  keep  on  believing. 

But  I know  that  there  are  those  who  say  no. 
Yet  I know  in  my  heart  that  I am  right. 

I do  also  know  that  it  goes  to  show 
I never  let  my  passion  out  of  sight. 

Whoever  follows  in  their  heart  and  soul 
can  be  completely  full  and  as  a whole. 


Three  Horses 
Rachael  Parker 
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Rise  from  Fog 

Color  photography 

Anne  Frantzen 


Peeping  Tom 

Mixed  media  painting 

Eunice  Melara 
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Drunk  In  The  Water 

Madeline  Jefferies 

The  city  wasn’t  quiet  on  a night  like  tonight.  Despite  the  last  hour,  cars 
still  bustled  in  the  narrow  streets,  honking  their  frustrations,  cutting  one 
another  off.  Even  at  midnight,  crossing  the  street  posed  an  anxious  danger. 

Immediately  upon  crossing  the  street,  though,  it  seemed  as  if  the 
Windy  City  had  come  to  a peaceful  halt.  The  tall  skyscrapers  in  the  dis- 
tance glowed  with  soft  white  light,  only  a few  windows  still  twinkled  with 
the  indication  of  laborious  projects,  stale  coffee,  and  heavy,  office  affairs. 

Jack’s  warm,  leathery  hand  led  me  to  Buckingham  Fountain,  a beau- 
tiful sight  made  even  more  so  when  it  sat  tranquilly  in  the  middle  of  the 
nighttime  city.  Lights  in  the  fountain  sang  bright  under  the  cascading 
waters,  replacing  the  sparkling  stars  in  the  light-polluted  sky.  The  sound 
of  the  rushing  waters  filled  my  ears,  drowning  out  the  hustle  bustle  that 
continued  on  behind  us. 

I stepped  up  to  the  wire  fencing  that  kept  hypnotized  feet  from  wan- 
dering into  the  swirling  waters,  pressing  myself  against  the  cold  barrier, 
pushing  the  artificial  limits.  Opening  my  arms  wide,  I let  my  laughter  roar 
out  of  me  as  the  chlorinated  spray  kissed  the  bare  skin  of  my  cheeks  and 
neck.  The  lazy  breeze  was  humid,  but  cool,  foreshadowing  the  coming 
change  of  seasons  that  everyone  despised.  With  my  eyes  closed,  I could  feel 
the  warm  heat  of  the  glittering  lights  hitting  my  tired  eyelids. 

Jack  scurried  up  behind  me,  grabbing  me  playfully  around  the  waist, 
imitating  the  famous  scene  from  Titanic. 

“T’m  flying.  Jack,  I’m  flying!”’  I squealed  though  my  drunk  giggles, 

quoting  the  lines. 

He  whirled  me  around  in  his  arms,  looking  me  right  in  my  eyes.  The 
mist  from  the  fountain  caught  itself  in  my  hair.  He  stared  so  long  into  my 
face,  and  I noticed  my  ruffled  reflection  in  his  glassy  eyes.  The  lit  fountain 
behind  me  created  a glowing  halo  effect  around  my  head.  He  lifted  me  off 
the  fence  and  pulled  me  so  close  to  him,  I could  feel  his  heart  beating  atop 
mine. 

“But  your  name  is  not  Rose,”  he  murmured.  Suffocating  grief  crossed 
his  face  as  his  eyes  continued  to  read  my  face. 

A warm  smile  stretched  itself  across  my  lips,  “I  guess  that  means  you’re 

not  allowed  to  drown.” 

For  a slight  second,  confusion  tinged  his  eyes,  but  as  soon  as  it  ap- 
peared, it  melted  to  blushing  delight  as  his  warm  face  came  to  meet  mine 
in  a kiss  so  passionate,  the  fountain  melted  away. 
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spiritual  Smorgasbord 

Karen  Forslin-Bojnansky 

Born  woman  I walk  this  earth 
my  song  joins  the  wind 
my  blood  promises  life 
yet  I compete  and  fight 
like  a man. 

Baptised  Christian  I pray 
the  Eucharist  forgives 
Jesus  loves  me 

yet  I feel  Gods  presence  everywhere 
like  a psychic. 

Meditate  with  lit  candle 

smell  of  burnt  incense 

chant  Eastern  mantras 

yet  I embrace  angels  and  miracles 

like  a nun. 

Emit  Reiki  energy  from  palms 
rocks  assist  as  crystals  whisper 
I channel  Divine  love 
yet  I doubt  my  ability 
like  a novice. 

Lift  sacred  chanupa  pipe 
in  wilderness  prayer  circle 
for  a heart  talk  with  Creator 
yet  I question  my  acceptance 
like  a stepchild. 

Radiant  moon  on  star  filled  nights 
imbues  my  heart  and  soul 
to  sing  praise  to  God 
yet  my  eclectic  worship  varies 
like  many  paths. 
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To  Catch  a Mermaid 

Karen  Forslin-Bojnansky 

My  youthful  siren  song 
naively  sung  to  him, 
we  flirt  with  eyes  that  dance, 
draw  us  closer  to  tease 
playfully  push  at  the  edge  of  the  pier. 

A warm  lake  engulfs  us 
as  we  plunge  clothed  into  shrouded  water. 
We  stand  in  soft  mud  face  to  face. 

Sugarcoated  bait  sours 
to  harsh  demands. 

“Kiss  me,  screw  me,  I want  you!” 
A charming  face  turns  dark,  hardens 
as  my  rebuff  accelerates  his  anger. 
Angling,  he  attempts  to  persuade 
but  puUs  too  hard  on  the  line. 

Fun  becomes  fear  as  I try  to  elude 
but  his  hooks  sink  deep  into  my  wrists. 
Caught,  his  new  strategy  emerges. 

Cruel  words  threaten 
force  blocks  my  departure. 

I twist  free  my  hands  and  flee 
just  two  more  strokes  to  freedom  pier. 
Snagged  again,  trapped  in  his  net 
I plead  and  flop  to  escape 
his  malevolence. 

Punishment  my  reward  as  he 
forces  me  beneath  murky  waters 
until  my  fight  and  oxygen  expire. 
Resigned  to  soon  breathe  water 
my  Soul  implores  God  to  intervene. 

A light  pierces  the  gloom  and  my  despair, 
transported  into  a radiant  bubble 
a glowing  silent  angel  appears  to  hold  my  hand 
smiling  “everything’s  all  right” 
while  time  miraculously  pauses. 

Chastened,  the  net  draws  me  from  my  watery  grave 
to  cough  and  gasp  cool  summer  air. 
A friend  calls  for  me,  interrupted 
he  begrudgingly  releases  me  with  whispered  threat, 
a vow  to  be  re-caught  only  next  time  filleted. 

I imprint  his  tactics,  mark  the  buoys, 
battle  scarred  but  grateful,  I resolve 
to  never  swim  in  hostile  waters 

again. 
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Caroline 

Michael  Perry 

Tat,  tat,  tat,  tat. 

It  was  her.  And  the  sound  of  her  foot- 
steps from  behind  me. 

“Hey,”  she  said. 

“Hey!”  she  exclaimed. 

“HEY!”  she  yelled. 

I looked  over  my  shoulder. 

There  she  was. 

I said,  “Yeah,  what  is  it?” 

She  glanced  up  at  me  with  probing, 
doe-like  eyes.  “Would  you  like  to  eat  lunch 
with  me  today?” 

“You  ask  me  this  every  day . . .” 

“I  do?”  she  said  as  she  playfully  tugged 
on  my  sleeve,  her  waist-long  hair  swathing 
the  air  about  her. 

“Yeah.  And  you  know  the  answer.” 

She  laughed  and  hugged  me. 

Yeah,  that  was  Caroline.  Lanky,  gawky, 
doofy  and  dorky:  she  was  every  “y”  that 


had  a perturbing  connotation  and  then 
some.  She  was  a lot  of  things,  but  she  was 
also  the  best,  last,  and  only  self-proclaimed 
fangirl  I ever  had. 

I remember  how  whenever  her 
sniper- sight  caught  me  in  the  halls,  it  was 
over  — it  was  time  for  a production!  Shed 
throw  her  math/science/history/whatever 
textbooks  at  some  stranger  beside  her  (who 
would  surprisingly  always  catch  them)  and 
then  rush  over  and  by  rush,  I mean  sprint. 
Yeah,  shed  run,  and  run,  slamming  little 
hunched  wallflowers  aside  and  jumping 
over  small  conclaves  of  schoolgirls  sitting 
on  the  floor.  She  was  always  there,  some- 
where near  me,  running. 

If  you  asked  anybody  about  her, 
nobody  would Ve  said  she  was  a knockout. 
Her  braces  were  always  tangled  with  gristle 
and  her  face  was  sparingly  pocketed  with 
red.  She  was  of  an  average  weight  but  wore 


Avian  Dinosaur 

Acrylic  painting  on 
24"  X 24"  canvas 
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baggy  hoodies  on  some  days  and  overly 
cute,  petite,  specially-manufactured  dresses 
on  other  days.  Those  dresses  were  named 
something  like  Lololan  or  something;  they 
were  straight  out  of  China. . . or  was  it 
Japan?  I don’t  remember. 

And  then  there  was  her  hair.  (Yeah,  I’m 
not  sure  what  to  say  about  her  hair).  It  was 
very  long  and  very  smooth.  Whenever  she 
ran  it  shot  out  into  the  air  behind  her,  like 
a flowing  wave  of  brown.  Sometimes  when 
she’d  sprint  toward  me  she’d  get  too  close, 
and  well,  crash  into  me  (this  happened 
more  often  than  I’d  like  to  admit).  As  I’d 
fall,  her  hair  would  slough  over  me,  onto 
me,  enwrap  me,  and  some  would  even  end 
up  in  my  mouth.  Her  dark  hair  would  burst 
in  every  direction:  flowing,  bouncing,  slid- 
ing. And  all  the  while  she’d  be  giggling  and 
laughing  and  giggling  some  more,  shriek- 
ing in  a high-pitch,  “Sorrrryr  Then  we’d  hit 
the  floor  and  her  giggling  would  turn  into 
groans  of  pain. 

She  had  beautiful  hair.  Everyone  knew 
that.  Girls  who  wouldn’t  even  begin  to 
think  about  befriending  her  would  compli- 
ment her  on  it.  My  mother  once  remarked 
she  could  be  a hair-model  when  she  got 
older.  Some  guys  even  asked  me  if  I had 
ever  gotten  a locket  of  the  stuff,  for  some 
reason  or  another. 

So  yeah,  we  had  met  years  ago,  but  she 
never  failed  to  always  be  there  beside  me 
(or  behind  me).  Yes,  her  and  the  sound  of 
her  trampling  footsteps:  tat,  tat,  tat,  tat. 

It  was  Mr.  Hockett’s  fifth  period  English 
class,  and  he  had  just  finished  lecturing 
with  his  magical  monotone  voice.  Relieved, 
I got  up  and  shuffled  out  of  class  with  the 
other  students. 

Outside  was,  of  course,  the  one  and 
only  Caroline. 

“Hey — ” she  said. 

I began  to  walk  on. 


“Hey — ,”  tat,  tat,  “wait — ” tat,  “up!”  tat. 

I kept  on  walking. 

She  began  muttering  to  herself,  in  the 
quiet  and  typically  curt  voice  of  hers.  “So. 

I just  learned  something  really  cool.  Really 
cool.  I think  I’m  actually  your  yandere 
lover!” 

“Huh — Um — I’m  not  your  lover.  Also 
I don’t  speak  Chinese.” 

“It’s  Japanese,  silly!” 

“Yeah,  right.” 

We  ended  up  walking  to  the  cafeteria. 

I got  in  line.  I arrived  at  the  beaming  buck- 
toothed cafeteria  server  who  kinda  looked 
inbred.  He  asked  me  in  an  exaggerated 
tone,  “Are  you  weak?”  I didn’t  know  how  to 
respond  so  I just  said,  “Macaroni,  please.” 
He  gave  me  plastic  macaroni  and  cheese. 
Caroline  was  waiting  for  me  at  our  typical 
eating  spot.  She  didn’t  get  the  school  lunch; 
she  ate  strictly  from  the  vending  machines. 

I had  long  given  up  trying  to  shoo  her 
away,  so  I had  accepted  her  as  a lunch-bud- 
dy. 

I wasn’t  unpopular.  I had  a generally 
normal  crowd  of  friends,  measuring  at 
about  six  other  guys  I’d  sit  with.  We’d  play 
Call  of  Duty:  Modern  Warfare  after  school 
together  on  Fridays.  They  were  swell.  Then 
there  was  Caroline’s  friend,  Edgar. 

Edgar  had  frizzy,  poofy  hair  that  fell 
down  to  his  shoulders,  confused  eyes  that 
hid  behind  his  glasses,  a wide  nose  with 
flaring  nostrils,  and  he  was  tall  and  fat.  He 
was  a big  guy  in  general.  Loud  voice  and 
big  opinions.  A lot  of  people  didn’t  like  him 
(he  had  some  weird  habits  like  carrying 
around  a stockpile  of  Mountain  Dew  in  his 
backpack),  and  to  be  honest,  I don’t  even 
know  if  I was  a fan  of  him. 

“Why,  if  it  isn’t  my  pal,  Jordan!”  Edgar 
belched. 

“Jordan-chan!”  cried  Caroline. 

All  the  other  guys  said  varying  forms 
of  “hi”. 
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Caroline  said,  “I  missed  you!” 

I said  “Well,  I guess  I’m  not  surprised, 
Caroli — ” 

“Thanks  Jordan!” 

“Thanks  for  what?” 

“I’m  just  so  happy  because  you  re  you! 
And  you’re  the  only  you  in  the  world!” 

Edgar  roared,  “If  you  weren’t  such  a 
great  couple.  I’d  be  jealous!” 

Then  from  behind  Caroline,  a hood- 
ed guy  approached.  He  took  out  a can, 
popped  it  open  and  strange  yellow  paper 
came  out  with  black  specks  on  it.  He  then 
began  slathering  it  on  Caroline’s  hair. 

Caroline  started  screaming. 

It  only  took  a few  seconds  and  then  the 
guy  was  gone. 

Caroline  got  up  from  her  seat  and 
began  moving  about  and  tried  to  shake  the 
flies  out  of  her  hair. 

She  cried  and  cried  and  screamed  and 
screamed.  Her  face  became  as  red  as  her 
tear-soaked  eyes.  At  this  point  the  whole 
cafeteria  was  quiet  and  watching  her. 

She  began  to  pull  hard  on  her  hair,  as 
if  she  was  about  to  rip  it  out,  but  she  wasn’t 
able  to.  She  shook  her  head  and  a few  spare 
flies  fell  out  into  some  nearby  lunch  trays. 
The  gooey  and  ailing  flies  struggled  in  the 
trays  for  a bit  and  then  lay  still,  dead. 

She  pulled  and  pulled. 

And  the  whole  way  through,  she  kept 
on  screaming. 

I ended  up  being  sent  to  the  principal’s 
office  for  questioning  about  whether  I 
knew  who  the  guy  was,  why  he  did  it,  what 
was  the  point  of  it,  etc.  I gave  no  answers. 
They  believed  me. 
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Caroline  wasn’t  at  school  the  next  day, 
or  the  day  after  that.  Only  on  the  third  day 
did  she  finally  reappear. 

The  long  hair  was  gone. 

It  was  all  gone. 

Just  a short  pixie-cut  remained.  She 
had  a cheap-looking  blue-striped  ribbon 
in  her  hair,  almost  like  a flag  declaring  she 
had  conceded  defeat  to  the  wasteland  that 
was  her  head.  Her  eyes  were  still  red  from 
crying,  even  after  all  those  days. 

That  morning,  I sat  next  to  her  before 
class  started  in  the  cafeteria. 

“Hey,  Caroline.” 

“Hey,  Jordan.” 

“What’s  up?” 

She  sniffled  and  raised  up  her  hands, 
motioning  to  herself,  “This  is  what’s  up.” 

“He  really  did  a terrible  thing,  huh?” 

She  sniffled  harder  and  hugged  me. 

I had  to  tell  her. 

So  I did. 

“I  did  it.” 

“What?” 

She  began  to  hold  onto  me  tighter. 

“I . . . got  that  guy  to  do  that  thing  to 
you.” 

Her  grip  dug  into  me. 

My  mouth  became  dry  and  my  words 
felt  hollow,  but  I continued,  “I  hired  him  to 
do  that . . terrible  thing  to  you.” 

She  buried  her  naked  head  into  my 
chest.  I could  feel  her  shaking. 

“What?''  her  voice  cracked. 

<Ct>  » 

1 m sorry. 

She  looked  up  and  stared  straight  into 
my  eyes,  her  face  frozen  in  a distorted 
spasm  of  pain,  and  then  she  said  one  word, 
yeah,  only  one:“ Why?" 


I stopped  looking  into  her  eyes,  and 
stared  straight  ahead,  into  blank  space.“Be- 
cause  I don’t  like  you.” 

Yet,  for  some  reason,  despite  all  that  I 
had  done,  I couldn’t  shake  the  feeling  that 
what  I said  was  wrong.  So  there,  at  that 
point,  I dabbed  my  vocal  pen  and  wrote  out 
the  final  words  of  our  relationship  into  the 
air,  to  her,  “No  . . . it’s  because  you’re  yoii.” 

She  let  go  of  me.  She  got  up.  She 
walked  away. 

Again,  she  wasn’t  at  school  the  next 
day,  or  the  day  after  that.  But  this  time,  she 
didn’t  return  the  third  day,  or  the  fourth 
day,  or  the  fifth  day.  Neither  the  next  week 
i nor  the  week  after  that,  neither  the  next 


month  nor  the  month  after  that,  led  to  any 
appearance  of  my  number-one  fan,  my 
pseudo-girlfriend.  Soon  the  school  year 
had  ended  and  she  had  not  returned.  I 
never  heard  a tat  from  her  again. 

And  during  those  days,  in  those  hushed 
halls,  outside  of  a few  offhand  remarks, 
nobody  said  a word  about  her.  Except  for 
Edgar.  He  took  it  the  hardest.  For  a few 
weeks  after  her  final  disappearance  he  just 
sat  there  at  our  lunch  table,  hunched  over, 
his  face  burrowed  within  his  crossed  arms. 
He  really  liked  her.  At  least  I think  he  did. 

And  what  about  me? 

How  do  I feel? 

I feel  a lot. 

And  sometimes  I wonder  about  her. 


Emerge 

Graphite  and  colored 
pencil  drawing 

Kylie  Payne 
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My  wife 
My  partner 

Though  I do  not  always  treat  her  so 

We  should  traverse  life  together 
Yet  I fight  her 

Even  when  she  sees  the  way 
And  I do  not 

We  should  be  a team 

Yet  we  are  often  adversarial 

I wonder  why  that  is 

Yet  the  reason  looks  back  at  me 

From  the  bathroom  mirror 

We  should  have  trust 
Yet  I have  done  things 
To  destroy  that  trust 

She  stands  by  me 
Even  though  I do  not  deserve  it 
I must  make  amends 
To  restore  that  which 
Can  still  be  salvaged 

I must  rebuild 

That  which  has  been  torn  down 
That  which  I have  torn  down 

I marvel  at  the  fact 
That  I am  allowed 
This  opportunity 
To  redeem  myself 


The  Betrayal 

Douglas  Colder 


But  my  wife 
Is  a good  and  trusting  person 
Even  though  I have 
No  right  to  expect  it 
She  is  patient  with  me 
This  is  why  I do  love  her  so 

She  feeds  me 
She  provides  me  shelter 
I owe  the  very  presence  of 
The  clothes  on  my  back 
To  her  generosity 

I need  no  other  but  her 
Yet  I strayed  from  the  path 
For  months  I was  away 
When  I did  return 
Her  anger  was  a sight  to  behold 

Yet  love  wins  out 

A strained  love  to  be  sure 
Yet  love  it  is 
That  draws  us  back  to  each  other 

Respect  and  trust 
Once  implied 
Now  must  be  restored 
By  the  one  who  caused  the  damage 

By  me 
For  my  wife 
For  us 


I 
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1 1pm  on  1 1/22/2015  You  don’t  know  it,  until  you  suddenly  do. 
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and  on  every  shirt  stained  with  the  soda 
that  came  out  of  her  nose  when  she  laughed. 
She  knows  it,  and  suddenly  you  do  too. 

And  Casablanca  cant  even  begin  to  compare. 


Paintings 

Patricia  Duch 

The  air  inside  the  silent  art  museum  was  cold  and  biting  compared  to 
the  damp  and  heavy  muck  outside.  The  consistent  hum  of  the  cooling  unit 
and  the  echo  of  his  footsteps  where  the  only  sounds  that  accompanied  the 
boy  through  the  dim  halls  of  the  museum.  Reaching  into  his  back  pocket 
he  pulled  out  the  assignment  that  had  brought  him  to  the  old  museum  in 
the  first  place.  The  last  art  piece  he  was  to  find  was  titled  1955,  but  after  an 
hour  of  wandering  the  vacant  corridors  he  was  ready  to  give  up.  One  of  the 
last  exhibits  was  located  at  the  very  back  of  the  museum.  The  only  light  in 
the  room  fell  from  a few  decrepit  spotlights  that  illuminated  the  meager 
collection  of  dusty  paintings.  Across  the  room,  a lonely  bench,  on  which 
sat  a lonely  looking  man,  caught  his  eye.  Walking  towards  the  bench  the 
boy  cleared  his  throat  to  get  the  mans  attention.  The  sudden  noise  broke 
the  heavy  silence,  and  when  the  man  turned  to  look  at  him,  it  felt  as  if  ev- 
ery portrait  in  the  room  had  turned  to  stare. 

“Yes  my  boy?”  the  man  asked. 

He  was  old,  dressed  in  a collared  shirt  and  vest,  with  hair  the  color  of 
ash.  Next  to  him  rested  a sturdy  looking  cane  with  a head  made  of  worn 
but  polished  bronze  that  held  the  permanent  imprint  of  the  mans  hand. 

“IVe  been  looking  for  this  artist,  sir,  but  I can’t  seem  to  find  him.” 

The  man  took  the  paper  from  the  boy  and  squinted  at  it  for  a while. 
Then  he  turned  back  to  the  boy  and  extended  his  hand. 

“You’ve  just  found  him,”  he  said,  with  a smile  flickering  on  his  face.  The 
boy  grinned  and  shook  hands  with  the  man. 

“Sir,  your  painting  1955,  is  it  in  this  room?” 

The  smile  faded  from  the  man’s  face.  He  sighed,  and  pointed  at  the 
painting  directly  in  front  of  them.  “Yes,  it  is.” 

The  boy  sat  down  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  bench  and  studied  the 
painting.  It  was  a young  woman  sitting  in  front  of  a pond.  A willow  tree 
cast  shadows  on  her  pale  face,  and  brown  curls  framed  bright  green  eyes. 

“Who  is  that,  sir?” 

“My  wife,”  muttered  the  man,  reaching  for  his  cane  and  clutching  it  to 
him. 

“Oh,  is  she  here  with  you,  sir?” 

The  man  fell  silent.  Then,  sighing,  he  turned  to  look  at  the  boy.  “No. 

Two  weeks  after  I painted  her  here,  she  drowned  in  the  very  pond  that’s 
behind  her.  I came  home  to  a note  attached  to  this  cane.  It  said  she  wasn’t 
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strong  enough  to  walk  through  life  with  me,  but  this  would  be.  The  man 
fell  silent  again,  and  the  boy  with  him. 

“I’m  sorry,”  whispered  the  boy.  The  man  said  nothing.  The  heavy 
silence  enveloped  them  once  more  and  goosebumps  formed  on  the  boy  s 
arms.  He  took  out  his  assignment  and  studied  the  questions  once  more. 

“Sir,”  said  the  boy  after  a minute  “why  did  you  paint  her? 

The  man  said  nothing. 

“Was  it  because  she  was  beautiful?  or  maybe — ” but  the  man  put  a 
hand  up,  stopping  the  boy. 

“She  was  so  alive,  always  so  full  of  life,  I wanted  to  keep  her  that  way 
forever,  but . . .”  The  man  trailed  off  and  tears  started  falling  down  his  face. 

“I’m  so  sorry  sir.”  The  boy  watched  as  the  man  started  to  sob.  He  was 
holding  the  cane  so  tightly  his  knuckles  were  white.  Then  the  man  gasped 
and  grabbed  his  chest.  The  cane  the  man  had  been  clutching  fell  to  the 
ground.  The  bronze  head  echoed  with  a ping.  The  man  landed  next  to  the 
cane  and  the  boy.  The  painting  could  do  nothing  but  watch. 
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on 
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Ixta  Julieta's  " Sad  Cafe"  is  the  winner  in  poetry  of 
the  College  of  DuPage  2016  Writers  Read:  Emerging 
Voices  contest,  held  to  showcase  emerging  voices  in 

our  community.  ^ 


Sad  Cafe 
Ixta  Julieta 


The  light  is  a strange  bright  dream  entering 
the  ICU.  As  I pass  each  room,  curtains  flutter; 
the  escape  of  breath.  It  certainly  cant  be  true 
but  all  I can  think  is  that  everyone  is  good  and  dying. 

As  good  as  dead. 

Em  family,  I explain  to  a purse-lipped  nurse 

as  she  walks  with  other  intents  from  your  empty  room. 

It  doesn’t  matter.  Unsure  of  myself,  I begin  discarding 
napkins  and  wrappers  and  bottles,  the  only  evidence 
of  any  visitors.  Over  this  mess,  I weep. 

Hovering  near  the  bed  (a  sterile  cushion  of  white  air 
between  us),  I avoid  looking.  But  I remember  you  believe 
in  the  Lutheran  way  and  so  I murmur  the  long- version 
Lord’s  Prayer,  holding  your  hand  and  I am  a child  again. 


On  the  phone,  Ma  said  the  others  said  they  found 
dozens  of  empty  bottles  of  “gut-rot”  vodka  and  gin 
at  the  house.  My  only  thought:  you  could  play  the  hell 
out  of  a drum  kit  and  all  they  can  see  and  say  right  now 
is  how  fucking  sorry  you  and  your  choice  of  liquor  were. 

We  would  sometimes  get  drunk  together.  (But  I don’t 
need  to  explain  that  it  was  okay.)  At  summer  fests, 
you’d  buy  me  a solo  cup  margarita  for  every  two 
of  your  crappy  beers.  Another  time  in  a bar  you  laughed, 
damn  near  startled  but  proud  as  I belted  out  Eagles  lyrics. 

Hey,  kid,  what  do  you  know  about  the  Sad  Cafe? 

The  bite  of  rubbing  alcohol  surrounds  us,  its  insistent, 
insidious  cleanliness  puncturing  everything  like  a migraine. 
Your  hands  are  heavy,  sallow  and  forgive  me,  I call  it  a night. 
The  steady  beat  of  your  collapsing  over  and  over  again 
was  there,  I know.  We  all  know  it  from  our  own  and 
remorse  is  the  broken  glass  we’ll  always  fall  on, 
the  notes  we  hear  as  we  hit  the  pavement  every  time. 
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The  Embrace 

Gouache 

Ida  Kotyuk 
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The  Embrace 

Ida  Kotyuk 

I never  dreamed  I would  wear  it  to  bed  every  night.  At  first,  it  was  simpler 
to  reach  for  it,  hanging  on  my  “nightgown”  nail  in  the  closet.  How  did  it  get 
there?  Did  it  follow  me  home? 

The  shirt  was  never  a favorite — never  an  obsession,  but  every  night  I de- 
pended on  it  to  help  me  sleep.  Also,  I could  throw  it  into  my  laundry  bag 
along  with  my  other  cotton  clothes.  A plaid  flannel  shirt  doesn't  need  to  be 
coddled;  it  only  needs  to  be  worn. 

I have  no  memory  of  how  it  got  into  my  home.  The  shirt  began  its  life  and 
lived  in  another  state.  I would  have  had  to  drive  across  state  borders,  carry 
it  out  of  that  house,  and  walk  it  up  one  flight  of  stairs  into  my  apartment. 
My  first  memory  of  it  is  to  see  it  hanging  on  that  nail  in  my  closet  on  one  of 
the  many  nights  I grabbed  for  it.  No  matter.  Startled,  I would  feel  its  soft- 
ness as  I slid  my  arms  into  its  sleeves.  I would  feel  its  embrace. 

I wore  it  night  after  night,  month  after  month,  laundry  after  laundry.  The 
shirt  lost  its  original  colors  and  faded  into  neutral.  It  began  to  look  like  a 
dust  rag. 

"I  can't  give  it  up,"  I said  one  day  at  lunch.  "It's  beginning  to  shred  and  once 
it's  gone,  I know  I won't  sleep  again." 

My  quilter  friend  asked,  "Does  it  have  a pocket?" 

"Yes." 

"Why  don't  you  cut  off  the  pocket  and  sew  it  onto  something  else  and  wear 
that  to  bed?" 

Only  a quilter  would  see  and  understand  the  importance  of  a pocket  and 
find  a place  for  it.  I would  never  look  at  quilts  the  same  way  again.  But 
I also  knew  it  was  time  to  say  goodbye.  I carefully  folded  the  shredded, 
no -longer  plaid  flannel  shirt  and  placed  it  in  a drawer. 

That  night,  I prepared  for  bed.  I found  one  of  my  frilly  silly  nightgowns, 
put  it  on,  walked  to  the  photograph  of  my  mother  and  father,  and  said, 
"Goodbye  Dad." 


I slept  that  night. 
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Gaia 

Abdul  Malik  Mandani 

Garnering  a myriad  of  colors  from  the  sunlight 
and  sparkles  from  the  silvery  moon 
She  embraces  nature  in  her  wide  bosom 
and  embellishes  the  cerulean  sky. 

No  God  can  be  born  without  a womb 
nor  the  devil  without  being  first 
conceived  in  the  mind; 

Her  loin  spawns  the  firmament 

as  she  breathes  the  universe  into  motion: 

Her  tears  form  the  streams,  the  lakes, 
the  flowing  rivers  and  the  vast  oceans. 

Her  milk  forms  the  rolling  clouds 
and  nourishes  the  flora  and  fauna. 

She  rides  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind 
and  heralds  the  sun-god  each  day 
in  its  burning  chariot. 

When  she  shuts  her  eyes 
she  causes  icy  wilderness. 

When  she  opens  them 

she  blossoms  into  the  Elysian  Fields.  STRAWBERRIES 

Teri  Lavelle 

Rejoice  fertile  fruit! 

Your  summer  opulence, 
perfumed  and  shapely, 
still  sparks  romantic  interludes. 

Sun  drenched  and  idle, 
your  wanton  hue  whets  lips. 

Your  rosy  fragrance  joins  hands, 
sweet  and  pinkened  from  a picnic  s tattoo. 

You — whose  innards  are  outward, 
whose  freckles  on  rich  soft  flesh 
fix  your  immortality, 
you — whose  humble  title 
humbles  your  lustrous  legacy. 

You  taste  of  memories  ripe  and  passionate. 
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Canadian  Country 

Photography 

Anne  Frantzen 


He  Spoke  of  Me  and  Made  It  So 

Photoshop 

Alissa  Cichelli 
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Farewell  to  Paris 

Mardelle  Fortier 

Say  good-bye. 

The  arched  bridges  will  always  be  there. 


Across  a branch  of  the  Seine 
on  He  St-Louis 

those  narrow  streets  will  remain 
and  old,  tall  beautiful  homes. 

In  the  bookstalls  along  curving  quays 
I we  found  long-lost  books 
and  rescued  them, 
i In  open-air  cafes  we  could  drink 
( wine  (Sancerre)  and  munch  oysters; 

I view  the  river  as  Sisley  painted  it: 

lovely  barges,  bustling  tugs, 

I great  elms  on  stone  banks, 
plane  trees  and  poplars,  pushing 
I back  any  loneliness. 

Afternoon  light,  writing  stories 
in  a favorite  sidewalk  cafe,  while  drinking 
i a cafe  creme.  Knowing  time 
would  stretch  out  and  let  you 
get  everything  done  that  you  needed 
to  do  in  your  life.  So  much 
we  learned  by  watching 
the  long-flowing  Seine. 

Saying  goodbye  to  a city  is  harder 
than  whispering  adieu  to  a lover. 


When  I Die 

Karen  Forslin-Bojnansky 

The  moment,  the  date 
when  God  calls  me  back, 
I aspire  to  know 
to  keep  me  on  track. 

As  a teenager,  almost  died  once 
left  its  horror  and  deep  scar. 
Angelic  visitation  Divine  intervention 

fear  of  Death  no  more. 

Precious  time,  cherished  people 
in  and  out  of  my  life. 
Left  pictures,  many  stories 
of  love,  hate  and  strife. 

My  goal,  to  be  authentic 
not  facade,  masked  or  fake. 
Live  honestly,  love  openly 
strive  to  give  and  not  take. 

My  life,  races  past  me 
endless  duties,  moments  few 
until  I gaze  into  God’s  eyes 
and  ask  “How  did  I do?” 


When  Death  visits,  that  final  day 
my  Spirit  leaves  its  abode. 
Know  I’m  ecstatic,  full  yet  empty, 
traveling  Soul  side  on  God’s  road. 
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Moonlight  Muse 

Abdul  Malik  Mandani 

Whenever  a voluptuous  moon, 
radiantly  brimful,  looms  low 
and  gilds  the  tops  of  the  trees. 

The  hills,  the  sprightly  streams, 
the  languorously  reclining  lakes. 

She  appears  to  me  from  nowhere 
Like  a dream. 

Like  a flash  of  inspiration 
to  a muddled  mind. 

My  Muse  glides  gracefully  toward  me 
like  an  elusive  wreath  of  smoke 
and  gathers  me  in  her  embrace 
like  a silken  robe, 
hovering  around  me 
like  the  perfume  of  roses. 


She  appears  as  a stirring 
source  of  fantasy  and  vision. 
Like  the  magnificent  Northern  lights 
displaying  luminous  draperies 
on  a star-spangled  polar  night. 
Like  a spectacular  rainbow  burst 
after  an  intense  shower. 
Like  a shooting  star. 
Like  a blessed  apparition. 

I take  her 

as  one  would  a reluctant  bride 
with  gentle  persuasion 
and  resilient  arms! 
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Laura 

Masonite 


Mary  Yezek 

To  the  morning  star 
and  the  haunted  woods 
To  the  gates  ahead 
and  through  fields  of  thorns 
In  fire  I have  traveled 
from  a bleeding  wound 
Through  a French  child’s  eyes 
and  a gentle  hand 

From  the  darkest  ends  of  hatred 

I forgave  the  reeds  by  the  river 
though  their  kind  touch  was  never  present 
Their  arms  did  nothing  but  push  me  into  deep  water 

But  it  is  you  my  morning  star 
in  whom  I've  found  hope 
Knowing  that  light  is  living 
and  happiness  can  be  found  in  darkness 
Though  my  brush  cannot  capture  you 
all  I am  able  is  a shadow  of  your  true  beauty 
If  you  could  but  be  here  now  my  dear  friend 
how  you  would  smile  and  laugh 

Although  time  has  passed 

I expect  you  would  most  love  the  spring 
So  like  you  in  so  many  ways 
After  a long  winter  you  were  my  revival 

like  fresh  rain 
You  brought  out  my  leaves 
You  put  pigment  in  my  flowers 
You  unfroze  the  glacier  of  my  heart 
You  who  fearlessly  faced  the  end 
no  regrets  and  yet  so  little 
so  young  with  so  much  ahead 
Only  to  be  taken  too  soon 
your  light  may  have  faded  from  this  world 
but  you  are  shining  elsewhere 
even  brighter  than  ever  before. 

Helen 

Estefania  Gonzalez 
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Alameda  Park 

Maureen  Tolman  Flannery 

Mexico  City 

Diego  Rivera  painted  three  inquisition  victims 
into  his  depiction  of  Alameda  Park. 

Today  lovers,  too  Catholic  to  take  each  other  home, 
caress  with  reckless  ardor  on  stone  benches 
beneath  leafy  eucalyptus  trees.  Pirated  CDs  blare 
into  jacaranda  air  as  families  stroll  down  pathways 
where  the  stench  of  burning  flesh  once  disturbed 
the  flight  trajectory  of  jungle  birds. 

Hernando  Alonzo  was  first. 

The  pyre  that  consumed  him 

set  ablaze  five  centuries  of  hatred 

that  spread  throughout  the  land  being  evangelized — 

being  told  of  a loving  and  merciful  God. 

Jews  were  unwelcome  in  a Spain 
recently  wrenched  from  its  Moorish  yoke. 

Yet  braving  waves  of  unknown  oceans  could  not  save  them. 
Hernando  Alonzo,  a close  companion  of  Cortez, 
married  Beatriz  Ordaz,  sister  of  Cortez  captain. 

Should  such  a couple  not  have  been  safe  in  the  New  World? 

Yet  who  could  be  at  ease  when  guilt  was  assumed  of  anyone  accused 
and  anyone  well-positioned  could  expect  to  be  accused? 

Hernandos  success  made  people  uneasy. 

Nor  could  devout  professions  of  Christian  faith  keep  them  safe 
for  conversion  was  required,  but  always  suspect. 

All  Conversos  were  soon  banned  from  Spains  newly-pilfered  lands. 

Nezahualcoyotls  grandson  was  next  to  become  burnt  offering 
to  the  Spaniards  God  of  forgiveness,  compassion, 
next  to  serve  as  fuel  to  the  wildfires  of  their  zealotry. 
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Dona  Mariana  Violante  de  Carvajal  would  be  among 
the  many  women  destroyed  for  being  other, 
reduced  to  firewood  for  adherence  to  her  truth. 

She  was  a crypto-Jew,  so  accused 

and  thus  set  ablaze  in  the  very  place 

where  we  now  buy  grilled  elotes 

and  absorb  the  gentle  warmth  of  sub-tropic  sun. 


Iris 

Acrylic  and  ink  painting 

Candy  Melara 
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Folded  into  the  mold  of  the  earth 
Encases  time  passed  and  time  forgotten, 
In  a treasure  chest  filled  with  golden  worth, 
In  a trunk  spilling  with  secrets  of  men. 
Burying  underneath  the  modern  world 
As  a journal,  a rock  wearied  to  sand 
In  where  vermilion  stains  and  stars  combine 

Securing  a note  furled  - 
Spluttered  on  one  corner:  Franz  Ferdinand, 
And  another:  Massacre,  Columbine. 


Ode  to  Time 

Sarah  ''Sadie” 
Dalla  Costa 


But  maybe  in  this  allegory  cave, 
We  see  the  shadows  which  were  seen  before. 
So  sure  that  these  events  came  from  one  wave 
Streaming  back  to  the  waters  once  borne. 
Drinking  that  on  Vasco  da  Gama  sailed. 
Sparkling  cave  gems  now  our  hands  never  first  find. 
But  those  that  century’s  ancestors  reveal. 
Past  to  the  present  old  news  trailed 
Raised  up  to  gods  as  if  they’re  star- signed; 
Gods  yawn  like,  ‘Saw  same  from  Neanderthal.’ 


O time!  Wearisome  everlasting  fate! 
From  wilting  flowers,  you  bequeath  the  land 
To  sprouting  seeds  who  bicker  and  debate! 
With  no  reason  you  to  us  tripped  and  panned 
Time:  our  most  prominent  antagonist, 
Causing  us  to  cower  in  constant  fear. 
But  also  our  greatest  healer: 
On  our  tear-stained  cheeks,  hope  you  have  kissed; 

Caroling  a hymn  of  remembrance 
As  we  stare  at  history’s  mirror 
Into  our  own  eyes. 
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Bonniejean 
Alford  Hinde 


Grovel,  I shall  never 

a Shakespearean  ode  de  plume  (ish) 


All  that  glitters  is  not  gold,  ‘twas  not  gold, 

as  my  bloodstained  life  hath  provided  evidence  to  which. 

My  birth,  it  seems,  was  immoment  for  mine  parents; 
a fracted  future  awaited  me, 

even  as  moonbeam  after  moonbeam  stole  my  wished  upon  stars, 
leaving  my  very  being  with  discontent  beyond  measurement, 
with  sleep  of  nightmare  rather  than  dreams  tranquil. 

Countless  nights  I prayed,  I sought  escape 

from  the  prison  that  held  me  captive  and  left  me  jaded 

by  an  imaginary  promise  of  a monumental  future. 

Cold-blooded  I must  have  seemed, 

as  critic  after  critic  called  attention  to  my  ever- focused  endeavours, 
whether  in  academe  or  something  else  all  together  career  intended. 

Yet,  the  attempted  assassination  of  my  early  spirit, 
the  child  within  near  murdered  in  mine  own  bedroom; 

On  life  support,  it  seemed,  seeking  a champion  to  my  plight. 

Addiction  to  the  torment  of  mine  youth,  unlived  though  it  was. 

A bandit  of  love,  for  love  is  what  I always  sought,  am  seeking  still. 

Love,  indeed,  is  a needly  aspect  of  life  immortal. 

But  for  the  ever  flawed,  as  I most  assuredly  am, 

merely  a laughable  experiment  in  life,  or  so  it  would  seem. 

Truth  must  prevail  in  the  dawn  of  each  new  day. 

Equivocal  is  the  truth  I must  share: 

I shant  compromise  my  integrity, 

even  as  the  scoundrel  does  torture  mine  deepest  soul. 

Exposure  to  temptation  has  been  a near  fatal  defect  to  our  entanglement. 

Majestic  hope  remains  in  my  mind’s  eye, 
as  I undress  my  heart  to  thee. 

On  the  precipice  of  amazement  we  stand  indeed, 

most  ready  to  arouse  our  very  existence  as  one  united  entity. 

But  first,  we  must  unpack  the  luggage  that  is  our  past, 

lest  we  not  metamorphasized  into  the  butterfly  that  is  our  future. 
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Looking  for  van  Gogh's  Bedroom 

Ida  Kotyuk 

Bedrooms  are  a place  for  privacy  It's  where  we  do  and  act  out  our  most  per- 
sonal and  intimate  moments  as  well  as  a place  for  comfort  and  rest.  I never  had  a 
desire  to  paint  my  bedrooms  (my  sanctuaries)  as  I moved  from  place  to  place.  A 
friend  once  photographed  me  in  my  current  bedroom  peeking  out  from  behind 
my  open  bookcase.  To  reveal  what  my  bedroom  looks  like,  even  after  the  bed  has 
been  made  and  the  room  dusted;  for  me,  it  would  be  full  frontal  nudity. 

But  I became  obsessed  with  van  Gogh's  bedroom  years  ago  when  it  was  on 
exhibit  at  the  Art  Institute  of  Chicago.  The  moment  I stood  in  front  of  his  paint- 
ing— something  happened.  I had  to  have  a copy  for  myself  I went  looking  for 
either  a poster,  which  they  did  not  have,  or  a postcard.  I bought  two  postcards, 
one  for  my  studio  and  one  for  my  home.  Those  postcards  shared  my  life  for  years 
following  me  from  studio  to  studio  and  the  other  from  apartments-to-  home. 
They  were  always  up  on  a wall  where  I could  see  them.  What  did  his  bedroom 
have  that  mine  never  did? 


I can't  remember  all  my  bedrooms;  though,  I remember  my  first  one,  the 
house  I lived  in  until  I was  12-years-old.  I remember  sky-blue  walls,  and  imag- 
ined the  room  was  huge.  Years  later  I saw  that  room  again  with  its  single  twin 
bed,  one  thin  pillow,  and  a narrow  chest  of  drawers.  There  wasn't  even  room  for  a 
mirror. 


My  second  bedroom  was  smaller  yet.  It  didn't  have  a chest  of  drawers,  only 
the  single  twin  and  one  pillow.  My  parents  carved  a large  kitchen  into  three 
rooms  which  became  a kitchen  and  two  bedrooms;  a bedroom  for  me  and  anoth- 
er for  my  brother.  My  bedroom  had  two  outside  walls  and  was  always  cold  during 
the  winter  and  my  mother  froze  our  leftover  meals  under  my  bed. 

In  college  dorm  rooms  I slept  in  a bunk  bed  and,  luckily,  I usually  got  the 
bottom.  When  I moved  into  a furnished  bedroom  off  campus,  that  was  only  a 
place  to  rest  my  head— after  parties  and  maybe  studying.  No.  I never  studied  in 
my  college  dorm  or  apartment,  not  when  libraries  were  the  social  place  to  study. 

From  college  I moved  to  Chicago  and  lived  for  a year  or  two  in  a girls'  club 
called,  "The  Eleanor  Club."  (I  am  still  friends  with  a number  of  those  "girls"  to- 
day.) That  room  with  its  single  twin  bed  at  least  had  a sink  and  mirror.  But  again, 
it  was  only  a place  to  rest  my  head — after  parties. 
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As  I moved  again  and  again,  my  bedrooms  got  larger,  but  still  a single  twin 
and  that  one  thin  pillow.  I guess  I loved  to  cuddle.  Again,  no  mirror,  (van  Gogh 
had  a mirror  in  his  bedroom  and  I often  wondered  if  that  was  a European  thing) 
Instead  I filled  my  bedrooms  with  books— mystery  books,  lots  of  them.  I mean 
lots. 


I never  gave  a thought  to  my  bedrooms  and  what  they  looked  like.  They  were 
a place  to  read  for  a few  minutes  until  I was  sleepy.  I would  close  my  eyes  and 
wake  up  the  next  day.  Who  cared  what  came  after  washing  my  face,  brushing  rny 
teeth,  and  falling  asleep.  That  is,  I didn't  care  until  I stood  in  front  of  van  Gogh's 
painting  and  had  to  own  that  copy. 

I once  came  across  W.H.  Auden's  poem  titled  Musee  des  Beaux  Arts, 
describing  Peter  Brueghel's  painting,  "The  Fall  of  Icarus."  I understood  Auden's 
obsession.  Like  Auden's  moment  before  Brueghel's  painting,  I stood  before  my 
van  Gogh's  postcard  and  slowly  came  to  know  the  artist,  Vincent. 

Artists  say  the  thrill  of  observation  has  no  equal.  There  are  many  reasons  to 
see  an  original  painting.  In  art  history  classes  I looked  at  projected  slide  images 
40  feet  wide  on  auditorium  screens,  or  the  same  image  four  inches  wide  in  art 
books,  and  today  three  inches  wide  on  a computer  screen  (or  full  screen,  depend- 
ing on  the  size  of  my  computer).  Distorted  images  create  distorted  perceptions. 
Colors  or  the  energy  of  a brush  are  not  authentic  to  the  original  painting  because 
no  book  or  internet  image  captures  Vincent's  ability  to  take  the  ordinary  and 
create  something  extraordinary. 

I wanted  to  understand  the  artist  who  painted  a bedroom  filled  with  sunlight, 
who  scrupulously  realized  his  sensations.  Painters,  previous  to  van  Gogh  (and 
then  later  photographers),  were  concerned  with  giving  a permanent  form  to  the 
ephemeral;  that  is,  artists  made  our  ever  changing  landscapes— static.  A bedroom 
does  not  move  in  the  conventional  sense  but  changes  constantly  in  other  ways 
notably  through  light. 

Vincent  understood  the  specific  quality  of  his  light  that  fell  on  a specific  place 
at  a specific  moment.  His  bedroom  was  not  a fixed  and  solid  sculpture  but  an 
insubstantial  image,  as  transient  as  his  light  that  continually  redefined  it.  For  van 
Gogh,  this  brilliant  technique  to  capture  light,  scrape  it  off  the  objects  onto  his 
palette,  nothing  less  would  be  adequate  to  describe  his  subject. 

As  I slowly  understood  van  Gogh  s bedroom  painting,  I began  to  understand 
who  I was.  It  is  the  artist  and  not  what  the  bedroom  holds.  If  that  had  been  my 
bedroom  my  eyes  would  have  seen  only  shabbiness.  I,  the  poorer  artist,  unable 
to  take  three  primary  colors  red,  blue,  and  yellow  and  paint  a room  filled  with 
sunlight,  a metaphor  for  Vincent's  light  heart  in  1889,  the  year  before  he  commit- 
ted suicide. 

Pardon  me  while  I go  and  set  up  my  easel  in  my  bedroom. 
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The  Hole 

Claire  Katsion 

It’s  shadowless;  an  endless  haze  of  pure  darkness  sapping  my  power  away.  Once  in  awhile  a stray 
light  catches  my  eye  and  provides  me  a view  of  my  prison:  cylindrical  walls  probably  just  one  wall  that 
wraps  around  infinitely— that  stretches  into  an  eternal  void  or  conversely  closing  me  in  until  I suffocate. 
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Suddenly,  a ladder,  woven  expertly  and  generously  in  rope,  dangles 
from  the  sky.  A clear,  definitive  line  wraps  around  the  top  of  the  ladder, 
manifesting  an  opening  to  this  hole  IVe  fallen  in.  A circle  dug  into  the 
earth  which  lies  now  just  within  reach.  Could  it  be?  I can  escape  at  last? 


As  light  ebbs 
the  distance, 
me  tricks, 
flashes  of  a 
But  who 
For  the  first 
My  legs 
strength  to 
the  shivers 
from  me  like 
But  then  my 
his  warmth, 
seek  his  eyes, 
simper,  he 
for  me  to  go. 
know  he  cant 
Courageously — 
keep  hold  of  his 
warm  hand  as 
rests  upon  the 


Oozing 

Photography 

Martin  Johnson 


and  flows  in 
my  eyes  play 
teasing  quick 
silhouette, 
could  that  be? 
time,  I stand, 
display  the 
jet  me  away; 
of  pain  depart 
fallen  chains, 
hand  recalls 
And  I turn  to 
With  a pained 
knows  it  s time 
But  we  both 
come  with  me. 
desperately — I 
comforting, 
my  left  hand 
practical,  safe. 


but  thorny,  rope.  What  could  I choose?  Life?  Or  sadness  beside  his  com- 
fort? Getting  up,  he  pushes  me  forward,  cradling  my  hand  between  his, 
cherishing  the  last  of  our  interactions.  Closer  and  closer  still,  he  inches  me, 
his  mellifluous  warmth  straining  my  heart  and  clenching  my  throat— my 
knowing  all  too  well  how  dearly  Til  miss  it.  Suddenly,  the  rope  is  between 
my  two  hands,  swaying  quietly  in  the  breeze.  A burst  of  fresh  air— a beau- 
tiful marvel  of  the  outside  world— greets  me,  beckoning  me  closer.  Calling 
me  to  ascend,  for  its  my  time  to  shine.  Hot  tears  pour  from  my  face,  scald- 
ing my  skin.  His  arms  wrap  around  me  breathlessly;  a gentle  nudge  of  his 
head  rests  upon  me  for  the  last  time.  And,  with  a plaintive  whisper  backed 
by  love  and  confidence,  he  sends  me  off. 


“Go  now,  my  flower.  The  world  is  waiting  for  you.” 
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The  Premature  Sap 
Tricia  Marcella  Cimera 

Yes,  he  was  young 

but  not  inexperienced. 

Hed  done  this  before 

to  much  great  acclaim. 
Timing  it  perfectly, 

to  the  exact  moment, 
causing  such  sighs, 

such  rapturous  cries 
with  his  performance! 

Then  this  girl  blew  in, 
skirt  blowing  up, 

up  in  the  wind, 
apple-cheeked  cheeky, 

curves  round  as  pumpkins, 
eyes  flashing  heat 

like  bonfire  sparks. 

One  glimpse  of  her, 

he  fell,  what  a fall, 
trembling  and  shaking, 

bending  near  breaking, 
he  PEAKED! 

But  too  soon. 

Now  there  he  stands, 

bright  blushing  red, 
golden  head  boughed, 

beside  all  the  others 
swaying  tall,  in  control. 

He,  the  first  tree 
to  burst  with  excitement 
and  color 

before  Autumn  herself 
fully  came. 
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Under  a Blanket  of  Stars 

Color  Photography 

Tonia  Jackson 
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Cleaning  with 

Impediments 
Maureen  Tolman 
Flannery 


Another  baby  will  arrive  any  day.  Together 
we  are  making  the  space  worthy  of  its  entry 
I furiously  arrange,  vacuum,  dust,  put  away 

on  one  side  of  the  room  while  she, 
on  the  other  side,  in  a more  systematic 
and  orderly  fashion,  clutters  and  dislocates. 


All  the  tchotchkes  are  now  part  of  her  farm 
and  nothing  is  where  it  might  otherwise  belong. 
She  has  discovered  a tiny  blue  willow  tea  service 


and  has  set  up  her  table  on  a hankie. 

Come  joy  me,  I hear  among  her  pleasantries 
on  both  sides  of  the  on-going  conversation. 

When  she  says  it  again 
I realize  she  means  me,  is  emphatic 
and  not  to  be  kept  waiting. 


As  I switch  off  the  vacuum  I hear  her 
dismiss  other  tea  party  guests.  Haba  goo  day. 
I decide  to  just  let  the  dust  settle  and  joy  her. 


My  sweetheart  loved  her  pretty  earrings  It’s  the  Thought... 

With  radiant  sparkle  seldom  seen  John  Gordon 
Those  colorful  stones  cast  rainbow  hues 
But  the  posts  turned  her  ears  a vile  green 

I rushed  her  to  the  neighborhood  clinic 
Prayed  the  infection  had  not  yet  spread 
The  doctor  approached  in  somber  tones  said 
The  earrings  did  it:  I'm  afraid  she's  dead 

I anguished  until  the  moral  emerged 
When  gifting  don’t  overemphasize  thrift 
I’ll  keep  that  in  mind  at  a dollar  store 
As  I lovingly  choose  my  new  girlfriend’s  gift 
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Never  Gone,  Reassurance 

Mardelle  Fortier 

The  stars  disappear  in  blinding  light  of  day. 
Still  they  shine. 

Stars  seem  invisible. 

They  never  really  go  away. 

Moon  flees  from  the  harsh  sun  of  noon. 
Somewhere,  the  moon  is  alive. 

Where  does  the  moon  hide? 

We  will  see  it  soon. 


Shadow  and  mist  blow  to  a far  land. 
Clouds  travel  far  but  they  return. 
Shades  of  the  elm  tree  shelter  us  again 
like  a strange,  benevolent  hand. 


We  are  never  totally  abandoned. 

We  are  always  watched  by  someone. 
We  are  always  under  something. 


We  are  never  fully  parted 
from  those  we  love. 


Deep  Vibes 

Madeline  Jefferies 

Fingers  stinging,  brow  dripping, 
soul  singing,  notes  ripping, 
every  word  a story  about  you. 


Decipher  this  code  to  thoughts  swirling  like  a toilet  bowl. 

Nothin  like  you’ve  ever  heard  before. 

My  turn  to  speak,  so  listen  here 
this  ain’t  no  lie,  and  it  ain’t  no  truth, 
but.  Baby,  ain’t  no  one  hurts  like  you. 


Believe  this  soul  as  you  hear  the  melody, 
groove  with  that  smooth  clash 
and  let  the  beat  fill  you. 


Eat  your  deceit  and  feed  your  frustration. 

Baby,  it’s  what  you’re  best  at. 
Just  leave  me  to  my  music. 
And  I leave  you  to  your  hate. 
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Water  Vessel 

Glazed  stoneware 

Marge  Dady 


ICICLES 
Maggie  Kennedy 

Serrated  swords, 
jagged  knives  of  ice, 
drip  in  the  morning  sun, 
and  in  their  dripping  grow. 

Heroes  are  the  ones 
who  both  remember  and 
forget,  Baldwin  wrote. 

The  body  learns  early, 
melting  burns  more. 


Deep  freeze. 
A lone  dove  slices 
through  the  silence. 
Somewhere  the  sun 
peeks  through. 

The  icicles  begin 
their  dripping,  and  in 
their  dripping  grow, 
drip  by  drip,  each 
melting  marked  by  a ring, 
like  a tree  adds  girth, 
until  they  grow  immense, 
perilous  daggers  of  light 
threatening  to  crash  of  their  own  scars. 
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Being  Lost 

Thania  Hernandez 

As  a child,  my  mother  told  me  that  if  I always  listened  to  those  in  charge,  I 
could  avoid  getting  lost. 

As  far  as  I knew  back  then,  this  made  sense.  When  we  were  still  living  with 
my  grandparents,  I knew  that  if  I finished  all  my  meals,  remained  polite  towards 
everyone,  and  went  to  bed  on  time.  Mom  and  I could  spend  time  together  in  the 
evenings,  reading  books  or  watching  my  favorite  cartoons  after  shed  spent  long 
hours  at  work. 

However,  if  I did  not  follow  these  orders,  my  evenings  were  spent  alone.  I 
would  have  to  keep  the  lights  off,  remain  under  my  thick  purple  bed  sheets,  and 
listen  to  all  those  loud,  violent  words  which  passed  off  as  conversation  between 
Mom  and  my  grandparents.  I could  always  hear  Mom  telling  them  not  to  take 
out  all  their  anger  at  her  towards  me,  because  I was  just  a child  and  kids  always 
tended  to  act  up.  Then  my  grandparents  accused  her  of  already  passing  on  her 
rebellious  ways  to  me,  saying  that  I was  acting  exactly  as  she  did  when  she  was  my 
age.  If  they  weren’t  there  to  properly  discipline  me,  then  my  future  was  sure  to  be 
like  hers:  a deadbeat  woman  with  no  husband  to  bring  up  her  child. 

As  a young  child,  having  to  listen  to  all  that  while  alone  in  the  darkness  was 
what  it  meant  to  be  lost.  We  didn’t  go  out  to  malls  very  often  due  to  our  lack  of 
money,  so  there  wasn’t  much  chance  of  getting  left  behind  due  to  staring  at  some 
Barbie  doll  I wanted  to  take  home  in  the  toy  store.  Mom  also  tended  to  avoid 
taking  me  to  parks,  probably  because  of  all  the  happy  parents  and  children  whom 
you  found  on  every  corner,  so  staying  behind  due  to  refusing  to  say  goodbye  to 
playmates  was  very  unlikely.  Instead,  getting  lost  was  not  knowing  when  Mom 
would  get  away  from  that  ferocious  arguing,  and  wondering  if  doing  something 
differently,  like  finishing  up  all  my  dinner,  not  talking  back,  or  even  picking  up  the 
only  toy  I left  on  the  living  room  floor,  would  have  kept  her  out  of  trouble. 

Then,  at  the  age  of  seven.  Mom  thought  she  found  the  answer  to  our  prob- 
lems. She’d  met  a man  around  her  age  named  Bill  at  work,  who  started  taking 
her  out  to  eat  and  giving  her  small  presents  at  random  times.  After  this  had  been 
going  on  for  several  months,  he  invited  Mom  to  come  live  with  him  in  his  new 
apartment.  As  far  as  Mom  knew  at  the  time,  this  man  was  going  to  save  us  from 
all  the  years  of  pain  we’d  experienced  with  her  parents. 

We  left  my  grandparents’  house  with  four  boxes  full  of  belongings  and  only  a 
note  of  farewell  to  explain  our  departure.  Mom  knew  what  they  would  say  if  she 
told  them,  and  she  didn’t  want  to  go  through  with  that  ever  again.  After  a fifteen 
minute  drive,  I met  Bill  for  the  first  time  as  he  stood  around  the  entry  of  the  ele- 
gant cream-colored  apartment  building  which  was  to  be  our  new  home.  Looking 
tall  and  muscular  as  he  escorted  Mom  out  of  the  car,  he  smiled  at  me  and  said. 
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“Welcome  to  your  new  home,  Mia.  I’m  sure  you’re  going  to  love  it  here.”  Howev- 
er, he  offered  no  such  words  to  Mom,  which  might  have  been  the  first  sign  that 
something  wasn’t  right.  But  at  the  time,  I just  smiled  and  said,  I sure  will. 

For  a while,  everything  seemed  okay.  Mom  and  Bill  appeared  to  be  getting 
along,  often  talking  for  hours  in  the  living  room  or  going  out  to  restaurants  and 
movies  during  the  weekends.  Trips  to  the  mall  and  the  park  became  more  com 
mon,  and  whenever  I wanted  something,  they  made  sure  I was  able  to  get  it.  I 
started  making  a lot  of  friends  in  school,  while  also  getting  Mom  to  sign  me  up  for 
choir  and  dance  classes  after  school.  Within  time,  I was  spending  as  much  time  on 


playdates  and  after  school  activities  as  I was  in  my  own  home. 

However,  as  the  months  went  by,  something  changed.  Mom  and  Bill  started 
growing  apart,  remaining  silent  when  I was  around  and  avoiding  each  other  s 
company  whenever  possible.  Sometimes,  Bill  would  give  Mom  an  icy  stare,  and 
Mom  would  respond  by  glancing  fearfully  back,  but  would  then  walk  off  as  if 
nothing  had  happened.  If  these  tensions  went  on  while  I was  at  home.  Mom 
would  say,  “Mia,  would  you  like  to  play  outside  for  a while?”  and  since  I still  went 
by  those  old  rules,  I always  obeyed.  Upon  returning.  I’d  always  find  Mom  wearing 
long-sleeved,  black  clothing,  even  if  the  apartment  was  heating  up,  and  shed  tell 

me  that  Bill  was  going  to  spend  the  night  with  friends. 

If  I had  been  older,  I might  have  suspected  that  something  was  going  wrong. 
However,  because  I never  heard  anymore  shouting  while  I was  in  bed,  or  wit- 
nessed someone  being  beaten,  I thought  any  problems  they  had  amongst  them- 
selves were  under  control,  just  as  it  was  with  many  of  my  friends  parents.  Also, 
Bill  was  never  harsh  towards  me,  so  I took  that  as  another  sign  that  all  was  going 

well  for  us. 


It  would  take  me  two  years  to  discover  how  wrong  I was. 

One  day.  Mom  appeared  home  from  work  at  six.  As  usual,  she  was  wearing  a 
dark  sweater  despite  it  being  the  first  warm  day  of  the  year.  “Get  ready,  Mia,  she 


called  out.  “We’re  going  out  for  a walk.” 

“All  right.  Mom,”  I responded,  putting  my  homework  aside  to  come  with  her. 

For  a while,  we  just  walked  around  the  neighborhood,  watching  kids  running 
around  and  laughing  in  their  backyards,  adults  sitting  in  their  balconies  and  call- 
ing out  to  spouses  or  children  to  come  join  them,  and  teenagers  gathered  together 
in  large  groups,  discussing  plans  for  prom  night  and  summer  vacation.  It  seemed 
as  if  everyone  was  happy  that  night,  with  us  two  being  the  only  somber  people 


within  sight.  j 

After  a couple  of  minutes,  Mom  got  a hold  of  my  hand  and  asked.  Mia,  do 

you  know  why  I told  you  it’s  so  important  to  listen  back  when  you  were  little?” 

“Because  by  listening  to  the  things  people  wanted  me  to  do,  you  knew  that  I 

could  make  things  easier  for  the  both  of  us.  It  meant  less  trouble  for  you,  and  we 
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could  spend  more  time  together.  If  I didn’t  do  this,  I always  felt  as  if  I was  lost,”  I 
tried  to  explain. 

Mom  nodded  slowly.  “Yes,  I see.  But  the  real  reason  I told  you  this  was  be- 
cause that  was  the  rule  I’d  been  living  by  ever  since  I had  you  at  the  age  of  sev- 
enteen. Back  then,  I accepted  the  fact  that  I’d  made  a mistake  by  getting  together 
with  someone  who  was  so  careless,  but  I also  thought  it  meant  I deserved  to  be 
treated  badly  by  my  parents  and  rejected  by  my  friends.  As  far  as  I knew,  the 
only  way  I could  gain  everyone’s  approval  was  by  always  listening,  no  matter  how 
harsh  or  unrealistic  their  expectations  of  me  were.  If  I didn’t,  I thought  I would  do 
something  reckless  again,  ending  up  just  as  lost  as  I was  as  a teenager.  And. . . and 
this  didn’t  stop  when  we  left  my  parents.” 

Then,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  she  started  pulling  off  her  sweater,  and  for  the 
first  time,  I saw  all  that  shed  been  hiding  from  me.  On  her  left  arm,  there  was  a 
large,  purple  bruise  forming  the  shape  of  a moon,  and  on  the  right  arm,  there 
appeared  to  be  about  a dozen  scratches,  some  which  already  formed  brown,  dis- 
figuring scars,  and  others  that  were  still  bright  red,  as  if  they  were  more  recent.  It 
served  as  a clear  sign  that  she’d  been  suffering  through  abuse  for  a long  time;  that 
we  had  not  really  escaped  when  we  went  off  with  Bill. 

Did  Bill  do  this?  I asked,  even  though  I already  knew  the  answer. 

With  her  eyes  towards  the  pink  sky.  Mom  once  again  nodded.  “I  thought 
taking  it  was  worth  it  at  first,  so  you  and  I could  have  a stable  home  for  once  in 
our  lives.  Bill  only  seemed  to  have  those  angry  outbursts  occasionally,  so  I made 
myself  believe  this  was  better  than  getting  berated  by  my  own  family  every  day. 

But  now  I know  that  I shouldn’t  have,  that  having  someone  to  guide  us  along 
didn’t  mean  we’d  be  heading  in  the  right  direction.” 

I remained  silent.  How  could  I have  not  thought  about  this?  I had  lead  myself, 
over  the  years,  to  think  that  words  could  hurt  a person  more  than  stones;  that  if 
you  weren’t  seeing  or  hearing  others  screaming  or  beating  someone  down,  then 
everything  was  under  control.  But  I had  not  been  able  to  see  through  Bill  and 
the  abuse  he’d  put  my  mother  through.  I did  not  realize  we  were  still  in  the  same 
situation  as  we  were  before. 

“But  it’s  not  going  to  happen  ever  again,  Mia,”  Mom  said,  putting  her  arms 
around  me.  “We’ll  have  to  leave  everything  behind  once  again,  and  we  may  have 
to  wander  around  for  a while,  having  to  find  a new  job  and  school,  but  we’re  not 
going  to  return  home.  You  can’t  always  listen  to  others  to  avoid  getting  lost,  be- 
cause the  directions  may  lead  you  towards  a darker  path  than  you  were  before.” 

It  was  then  that  we  finally  got  the  chance  to  truly  escape. 
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of  a pumping  system, 

or  rake  the  straw  in  animal  stalls, 

are  same  hands  that  blood  coated  lips,  with 

knuckles,  tamping  her  next  retort. 


The  Flower 

Douglas  Calder 


Years  have  been  spent 
Searching  for  it 
And  then  I find 
The  perfect  flower 

I admire  it 

And  appreciate  it 

For  all  that  it  has  to  offer 

But  I do  not  protect  it 
In  fact,  I pluck  off  petals 
Ajid  carelessly  cast  them  aside 

In  time  of  storm 
I do  not  shelter  it 
Rather  I protect  another 


She  is  With  You 

Bonniejean  Alford  Hinde 


I give  my  attentions  to 
A less  deserving  flower 
Yet  not  a flower  at  all 
It  is  a weed 
Distracting  me 
Poisoning  me 

But  the  flower  remains 
The  petals  it  still  carries 
Ravaged  by  winds  of  a storm 
It  should  never  have  been  subjected  to 

I return  to  the  flower 
To  tend  to  it 
To  nurse  it  back  to  health 

Hoping  it  is  not  too  late 
To  salvage  this  once  beautiful  flower 
And  all  that  it  represents 


Her  soul  exists  still,  changed, 

merged  with  you  as  you  breathe,  in  your  thoughts. 

That  warmth  you  feel  in  the  morning,  her  smile. 

That  shivering  you  feel  from  time  to  time,  her  tears  at  your  sadness. 
That  pressure  on  your  arm,  her  hand  providing  comfort. 

Her  love  engulfs  you, 
present  in  your  heart,  your  soul. 

The  storm  of  life  may  battle  around  you,  but  she  is  with  you, 
protecting  you  with  the  thunder; 
cleansing  you  with  the  rain; 

Brightening  your  world  with  the  sunlight. 

For  now,  oh  loved  one,  live  your  life,  even  if  you  feel  seemingly  alone. 
You  are  not  alone. 

She  wfll  forever  be  at  your  side, 

her  form  merely  on  another  plane  of  existence. 

One  day,  far  in  the  future,  you  will  join  her  there, 
and  dance  through  eternity. 
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Frustration 

Charcoal  drawing  with  paint  and  colored  pencil 

Kylie  Payne 
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The  Brides  Father  Mixes  Their  Dance  CD 

Maureen  Tolman  Flannery 

He  knows  how  to  keep  quiet  and  pay  the  bills 

but  hes  going  for  frills  in  this  father- daughter  dance, 

his  chance  to  say  it  all  with  a schmaltzy  waltz 

and  a honky-tonk,  overused  Texas  two-step 

about  how  recently  she  was  his  girl 

and  who  knows  where  the  time  goes 

but  I loved  her  first  and  may  she  always  walk  in  sunshine. 

Johnny  Cash,  Elvis,  Paul  Simon  can  all  serenade  her  day 

He  wants  their  dance  to  say  they’re  in  sync, 

show  they  can  adjust  to  the  whim  of  the  drummer, 

let  everyone  see  how  she  follows  his  lead, 

each  complex  disco  turn, 

rudiments  learned  with  her  small  feet  on  his  huge  boots. 

Too  much  to  pack  into  one  three-minute  track, 
it  had  to  be  a medley  to  include  every 
you’re-going-on-but-I-hope-life-is-kind 
kind  of  lyric  he  could  find. 

He’s  put  together  a string  of  five  or  six  songs  to  span  the 
gamut 

of  agile  motion,  ballroom  steps,  and  paternal  devotion. 

She  drags  her  feet  about  scheduling  practice 
while  quietly  obsessing  over  what  has  become, 
for  her,  the  wedding  preparations’  ultimate  stressor — 
how  to  express  what  she  thinks  of  this  overblown  exhibi- 
tion 

that  threatens  to  bore  all  the  guests  in  the  room 
after  she’s  had  the  floor  with  her  groom — 
the  frenetic  abuse  of  too  many  styles 
with  cheesy,  schlock  lyrics  oozing  of  sap. 
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Her  lack  of  enthusiasm  for  their  dance 
calls  up  all  her  bridal  ambivalence 
about  seeming  a nay-sayer  to  his  every  “good  idea” 
showering  acid  rain  on  his  parade. 

It  accentuates  her  basic  fear  of  sounding 
like  bitch-bride  about  things  she  doesn’t  like. 

Where  goes  her  intention  to  grab  each  moment  with  gusto? 
What’s  worse,  it  reminds  her  that  his  mortality  looms 
like  a raptor  with  designs  on  blessings  of  her  succulent  life. 
Every  time  she  hears, 

“I  hope  you  never  lose  your  sense  of  wonder,” 
she’ll  weep  over  his  overwhelming  desire 
to  have  brightened  the  light  in  her  life. 


Stirring  Music 

Mary  Yezek 
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Lion  Face 

Photoshop 

Alissa  Cichelli 
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World  War  I 
Sarah  “Sadie” 
Dalla  Costa 


I stand  at  the  battle  grounds 

Seventy  men  shot  down 

One  my  brother 

Three  my  friend 

Their  bodies  spilling  color 

Vivid  against  dirt  land,  the  bland  grounds 


I leave  the  bodies  to  rot 
And  load  my  weapon 
Eighteen  minutes,  says  the  general 
Eighteen  minutes  until  scrambling 
Out  of  the  trenches 

The  generals  watch  ticks  but  my  time  stiffens 


I inspect  my  feet 
Puss  and  cuts 
Curse  the  rats; 

Curse  the  lice 

Hatching  against  my  skin 

A life  of  one  can  end  another’s 


I watch  smoke  fill  the  sky 
A missile  slams  into  an  ally’s  trench 
The  goners. 

The  poor  troopers 
No,  there’s  no  pity  in  war 

So  lift  your  head  towards  heaven  as  the  world  darkens 

Ten  minutes,  says  the  general 
I vomit  in  the  trench 
Seven  minutes 
My  knees  shake 
Three  minutes 
A prayer  for  my  mother 
Tears  for  my  sister 
One  minute 
A breath  for  the  world 
Now! 

Time  unfreezes  and  speeds 
Everlasting  time  as  I dangle  over  death 
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Introducing  - Humans  of  DuCo 

Each  person  has  their  own  unique  story  that  is  in  its  own  way  interesting 
and  inspiring.  Like  Humans  of  New  York  - PER  presents  Humans  of  DuCo, 
telling  the  stories  of  the  people  of  DuPage  County  one  at  a time. 

Sam 

Story  by  Julie  Loverher 

“I  never  know  if  I am  giving  too 
much  of  myself  to  someone.  I 
never  give  up  on  people.  Em  the 
kind  of  person  who  is  always 
there  for  people,  you  could  run 
me  over  and  I would  probably 
still  try  to  help  you.  I had  a hard 
time  giving  up  on  someone  I 
loved  more  than  myself.  I left 
them,  at  three  in  the  morning,  to 
go  home.  I found  myself  on  the 
way  back,  it  was  a beautiful  drive, 

what  a sunrise.” 

Photography  by 
Katharine  Gilbert 
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Talking  whilst  we  wait  2016 

Story  by  Julie  Loverher 

I was  born  and  raised  in  Chicago,  and  now 
live  in  Wheaton.  My  grandfather  was  a 
Hungarian  that  got  deported  to  Cuba  back 
in  the  early  1920's,  who  then  came  into  this 
country  a year  and  a day  later,  legally,  with  a 
letter  of  recommendation  from  the  head  of 
the  American  Consulate  in  Havana.  I men- 
tion this  because  my  grandfather  was  a great 
influence  on  how  I treat  people  - there's 
no  telling  what  can  be  accomplished  with 
a good  story  and  a kind  heart.  I learn  a lot 
from  listening  to  "common"  people,  and,  like 
Studs  Terkel,  whom  I've  met  once  briefly, 

I've  learned  that  most  "common"  people  are 
very  uncommon  and  interesting.  The  only 
struggles  I've  been  through  worth  mention- 
ing is  being  mistaken  for  just  about  every 
minority  imaginable,  so  I've  experienced  an- 
ti-Semitism, racial  profiling,  ethnic  profiling, 
Christian-bashing  and  Catholic  bashing. 


Blossoming  in 
Kiss 

Color  photography 

Elizabeth  Salgado 
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